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PREFACE. 

li/JANT  of  the  verses  in  this  miscellany  have  seen 
the  light  before  in  one  shape  or  another.  For 
permission  to  reprint  my  thanks  are  specially  due  to 
1  T.P.'s  Weekly ''  and  '  The  Cornish  and  Devon  Post' ; 
also  to  Messrs.  Hurst  £s?  Blackett  for  the  very  free  way 
in  which  I  have  taken  pieces  from  my  own  novels, 
published  by  them. 

R.   A.   FOSTER-MELLIAR. 
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RICOCHETS  OF  WAR. 


Till  Death  divide, 

'A  L'ISOLDE  DE  NOS  JOURS.' 
(Found  on  the  dead  body  of  a  soldier  inscribed  as  above.) 

I. 

I  SEE  your  eyes, 
Blue  as  the  bluest  vault  God  ever  built 
To  mark  His  month  when  Winter  dies. 
I  see  your  eyes ! 

Dark  in  the  Deeps,  where  Terror  lies, 
When  the  first  cup  of  Life's  red  Wine  is  spilt, 
I  see  your  eyes, 

Grey  with  an  infinitely  dearer  Guilt. 

II. 

How  sweet  you  were! 
The  taintless  gifts  of  morn  shall  not  repeat 

One  Rose  more  exquisitely  fair ! 
How  sweet  you  were ! 

Before  the  thorns  I  bade  you  share 
Had  pierced  your  hands  and  torn  those  trembling 

feet, 

How  sweet  you  were! 
To-day !   In  all  your  ways  how  much  more  sweet. 


TILL  DEATH  DIVIDE. 

in. 
I  loved  you  so ! 

Wide-dawning  womanhood  first  goldwise  crowned 

The  pale  mists  o'er  your  maiden  snow! 
I  loved  you  so ! 

Beneath  your  frozen  dungeons,  glow 
Red  primal  fires  we  dreamed  our  tears  had  drowned ! 
I  love  you  so  / 
A  captive  at  Man's  altar  scourged  and  bound! 

IV. 

Kneel  down  and  pray! 
To  Caesar  all  the  Services  that  own 
His  seal  and  superscription,  pay ! 
Kneel  down  and  pray! 
For  strength  to  struggle  on  the  way 

That  yokes  the  flesh  and  sets  the  soul  alone, 
Kneel  down  and  pray! 

There's  One  shall  hear  you  from  a  thorn-crowned 
Throne ! 

V. 

Till  Death  divide ! 
Till  th'unleavened  feast  and  girded  loin 

Their  bitter  Passover  provide ! 
Till  death  divide ! 

The  union  man  has  sanctified, 
Godlike,  to  his  own  need  let  none  disjoin, 
Till  Death  divide 
You  from  the  Currency  of  Caesar's  coin  ! 


TILL  DEATH  DIVIDE. 

VI. 

I  wait  for  you! 
A  speck  among  the  atoms  of  this  sea, 

Which  sweeps  the  Floors  of  Life  anew, 
I  wait  for  you! 

Two  bubbles  by  one  pang  shot  through ! 
Two  stars  disorbed,  in  Love  by  Death  set  free 
I  wait  for  you, 
Till  I  and  you  are  not,  but  only  WE! 


Belgium  to  Cardinal  Mercier. 

BECAUSE   when  we    were  nearly   beaten  in  the 
strife, 

When  all  our  hosts  were  fighting  nakedly  for  life: 
No  fancy  thrusts,  but  what  they  could  with  sword 
or  knife — 


Because  we  called  aloud,  as  hunted  creatures  call, 
When,  driven  from  each  refuge,  from  the  last  of  all, 
They  stand  on  open  plain,  where  they  must  win — or 
fall  !- 

Because  in  those  misshapen  shadows  of  the  night, 
When  what  was  good  seemed   wrong,    and    wrong 

seemed  well-nigh  right, 
We   cried   aghast   to    you,   and    you,    Brave    Heart, 

brought  light — 

Because,   though   straitly  pressed   yourself,   you 

shepherded 
Your  flocks  unflinchingly  from  lying  tongues  that 

said, 
*  God's  face  is  hidden  from  the  grave,  where  truth 

is  dead' — 
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BELGIUM  TO  CARDINAL  MERCIER 

Because  you,   so  more  generous  than  those  virgins 

five, 

Spared  us  a  little  of  your  oil,  to  keep  alive 
The    faith   that   flickered    in  our  lamps,    lest   none 

survive — 

Our  Nation's  thanks  go  forth,  though  we  were  loth 

to  tell 
From  what   shamed   deeps  you   saved  us,  you  who 

saved  from  Hell 
Our  soul  that  doubted  if  so  to  be  saved  were  well. 

For  in  His  sacred  House  her  secret  mourners  met, 
And  with  their  furtive  tears  her  still  sad  face  was 

wet — 
The  still  sad  face  of  Truth,  that  died,  and  lingers  yet ! 

*  She  only  sleeps  awhile,'  you  said,  '  she  is  not  slain.' 
And  fearlessly  you   touched  her  hand:  despite  our 

pain 
We  knew  that  in  our  tortured  hearts  Truth  lived 

again. 


God  punish  England  ! 

A  Prayer  of  Penitence* 

IDLY,  with  hearts  that  would  not  understand, 
For  peace,  in  ev'ry  church  throughout  the  land 

We  begged — in  chorus  ! 

With  tongue  in  cheek,  delivrance  from  the  sword 
We  sought :  '  If  there  be  only  Thou,  O  Lord, 
That  fightest  for  us.' 

We  would  not  hear  unwelcome  lessons  taught, 
Nor  gauge  the  agonies  wherewith  Love  bought 

The  world's  redemption  ! 

Selfish,  at  ease,  peace  in  our  time  we  prayed, 
Nor  recked  what  aftermath  of  slaughter  paid 

For  our  exemption. 

The  peace  we  asked  He  gave  till  Peace  took  wings. 
And,  starving,  fled  our  surfeit  of  fat  things 

And  vain  devices, 

Which  bared  our  kingdom  to  a  vampire's  kiss 
And  drugged  our  dreams,    God  MIGHT  NOT  SURELY 
miss 

Our  sacrifices  ! 

*  1  Chron.  xxi.  13. 


GOD  PUNISH  ENGLAND! 

Peace  fled,  since  we  misused  our  leisured  days 
To  cloak  lip-service  to  a  painted  phrase 

In  lust  of  power: 

'Neath  shelt'ring  walls  we  nursed  insatiate  needs, 
Left  Faith  a-choke  with  thorns,  and  gardened  weeds, 

Made  them  our  bower. 


Made  mock  of  Charity  who  wept  and  loved, 
Nor  asked  of  Us  if  Worth  were  duly  proved 

By  our  researches. 

Watched  woman's  soul  outstrip  its  ancient  thralls, 
Nor  wondered  why  she  burned  our  empty  Halls, 

And  emptier  Churches; 

Nor  greatly  cared!     As  cat  with  mouse,  we  played 
With  fires  that  scorned  our  gaols,  and  unafraid 

We  were  forgiving, 

Because  her  new,  strange  fury  undertook 
To  guard  our  creed — leaves  from  dead  boughs  she 
shook 

And  spared  the  living. 

So  we  !    'Kept  sacred  only  Human  Life, 
And  oiled  and  scabbarded  God's  gift  for  strife 

And  use  intended. 

'Set  snares  for  Gold,  that  could  be  gained  by  few; 
Hid  Hope  from  all  Death's  flatteries — we  knew 

How  hopes  were  ended ! 


GOD  PUNISH  ENGLAND! 

Now,  War's  winged  weapons  thunder  overhead; 
Below,  rank  bowers  of  blind  weeds  lie  dead ! 

We  see  more  clearly ! 

More  sanely  plough  that  younger  worlds  may  reap, 
More  wisely  hawk  new  wares,  and  hold  life  cheap — 

To  sell  it  dearly. 

Before  Thy  Throne  we  humbly  kneel  and  praise 
Thy  punishments !    Of  all  our  old-time  ways 

We  have  repented. 

No  stripes  of  Thine  our  broken  spirit  shuns ! 
Choosing  Thy  chastisement,  and  not  the  Hun's, 

We  are  contented  ! 
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THE  COMING  OF  THE  KING. 


''Heartily  know, 
When  half-gods  go, 
The  gods  arrive.1 

EMERSON. 


The  Coming  of  the  King. 

BE  patient!  these  dim  shadows  cannot  screen 
The  moon-like  radiance  that  shall  clothe  you 

yet. 

For  you  have  passed,  unseeing  and  unseen, 
Thro'  all  the  desert  places  of  Regret; 
And  you  have  kept  your  soul  and  spirit  clean, 
No  matter  in  what  mire  our  feet  had  met. 
Now    that    your    King    hath    knelt    to    crown    you 

Queen, 
What  need  have  you  to  ask  that  we  forget? 

With  dead  white  sapphires  blindly  once  he  bound 

The  thick  coiled  masses  of  your  red-gold  hair, 

Nor  knew  one  cluster,  wilfully  unwound 

Still  hid  your  shoulder  where  a  thorn  might  tear. 

Again  before  you,  '  Eyes-upon-the-ground,' 

That  one,  who  sought  your  footsteps  ev'rywhere, 

Fearing  to  lose  a  thing  so  gladly  found, 

Bent  low,  and  breathed  an  agony  of  pray'r. 

For  he  hath  said,  'Unhearing  and  unheard 
She  joined  the  chorus  of  a  ribald  throng. 
I,  only,  claimed  that  some  sweet  woodland  bird 
Had  made  the  night  a  Melody  of  Song. 
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THE  COMING  OF  THE  KING. 

Thro'  bush  and  brake  I  followed,  undeterred 
By  all  their  warnings  that  the  way  were  long ; 
And  found  one  imprint,  faint,  and  foully  blurred, 
In  the  sour  clay  that  did  her  foot  that  wrong. 

'I  saw  her  not;  tho'  here  and  there  would  cower 
Beneath  the  wan  weeds  of  the  weary  way 
The  fragrant  pallor  of  some  strange  new  flower, 
While  o'er  the  night-marsh  gleamed  the  light  of  day. 
I  knew  her  not ;  yet  knew  that  never  shower 
(Since  earth  resolved  her  presence  to  betray), 
Nor  all  the  waters  of  the  world,  had  power 
To  cleanse  her  foot  from  this  defiling  clay.' 


Thereat  your  placid  eyes  of  amber  green, 
Deep-fringed  as  sea-pools,  where  curved  rocks  divide, 
Till  then  dream-mirrors  of  the  might-have-been, 
Swam  with  the  onrush  of  an  influent  tide. 
Live  flowers  unfurled  where  life  was  never  seen, 
And  slow,  Love's  secret  pearl-shells  opened  wide. 
Stretch   forth   your   foot — his   kiss   proclaimed   you 

Queen ; 
Lift  up  his  face,  your  King  hath  seen  his  Bride. 


White-robed,  gold-girdled,  on  a  golden  throne, 
With  little  head  high  poised  above  our  din, 
Deal  forth  large  laws,  unknowing  and  unknown 
Of  all  the  pathless  ways  you  travelled  in. 
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THE  COMING  OF  THE  KING. 

Departing  from  you,  weary  men  must  own 
Their  lives  should  end  to  let  your  love  begin: 
Stretch  forth  your  hand,  and  with  kind  eyes  condone 
The  hidden  byways  of  a  nameless  sin. 

For  thus  the  dark  is  by  the  light  defined, 
And  Winter  proven  by  the  warmth  of  June, 
The  clouds  insist,  there  is  a  Sun  behind. 
Could  Discords  harm  us  if  we  knew  no  Tune? 
If  you  deny  us,  are  we  not  resigned? 
Hell's  horror  left  our  dreary  souls  immune: 
The  whirling  sands  can  neither  sting  nor  blind 
The  poor  bleached  bones  that  lie  beneath  the  dune. 

Then  bid  us  stay,  and  worship — as  is  meet : 
Or  bid  us  go,  and  guard  you  from  afar, 
The  Clay  no  longer  clings  about  your  feet ; 
Bind  up  your  hair,  your  shoulder  shows  no  scar! 
With  love's  clear  flame  our  lesser  fires  delete, 
As  dawn  engulfs  the  glamour  of  a  star! 
Before  your  Throne  none  venture  to  repeat 
The  songs  you  sang  in  yester-eve's  bazaar  ! 
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DIALOGUES  IN  THE 
DESERTED  TEMPLE  OF  THE  DAY. 


Dialogues  in  the  Deserted  Temple 
of  the  Day. 

I. 

HE.  T^  'ER  you,  grown  wiser,  turn  to  close  the  door 
••— '  On  altars  crumbling  empty  shrines  before, 
Hear  me  !  Hear  me  this  one  time,  sweetest, 

then 

Let  silence  part  us ! 
SHE.  Aye  !     For  evermore ! 

HE.   Oh  !    Fainting  falters  now  the  '  facile  pen ! ' 
For  Faith  is  broken,  and  the  songs  of  men 
Are  lies,  mere  draperies  to  hide  from  sight 
The  Truth  that  still  stands  starkly— 
SHE.  Now,  as  then? 

HE.  Now,  all  our  life's  long  fabric  falls  away ! 

And  where  we  raised  your  Temple  to  the  Day, 
Night  breeds  her  leprous  lichen,  lean  and  grey. 
SHE.   And  not  one  Rose  disrobes — to  bid  you  stay? 

II. 

HE.  Sullen,  as  Sampson  in  his  stricken  lair, 
I  breathe  an  echo  of  the  Toiler's  pray'r, 
And  fain  would  shake  the  Palace  of  Delight 
About  the  vaulted  Dungeons  of  Despair. 
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DIALOGUES  IN  THE  DESERTED  TEMPLE. 

Above,  the  blazing  sun,  the  close-thronged  roof, 

Below,  I  grope  for  pillars,  while  aloof 

Stands  Love  who    led,*    half    doubting  if    his 

charge 
May  learn  whereon  he  leans — without  reproof. 

These  then  I  lean  on,  lyrics  light  and  gay, 
And  lone,  sad  sonnets — Pillars  of  the  Day; 
Night  crashes  down  to  show  the  doltish  way 
I  strove  to  fashion  God. 
SHE.  Of  His  own  clay! 

HE.  His  surely !    And  the  very  fairest  earth 
That  the  Creator  ever  granted  birth, 
Fragrant  and  cleanly,  in  His  image  made 
The  best  I  gathered! 
SHE.  You!    Who  gathered  earth! 


III. 

HE.  I  said,  '  She  is  a  point  of  perfect  light, 
Set  in  a  gateway  to  rebuke  the  night, 
And,  though  my  eyes  be  well-nigh  robbed  of 

sight, 
Her  beams  shall  guide  me  in  the  Path  aright. 

And  since  my  ev'ry  thought  must  somehow  find 
Itself  the  reflex  of  her  purer  mind, 

*  Judges,  xvi.  26. 
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DIALOGUES  IN  THE  DESERTED  TEMPLE. 

Why,  some  day  I  shall  take  my  lawful  seat 
Beside  her,  unashamed. 
SHE.  Thus  were  you  blind ! 

For  I  was  human,  human  through  and  through, 
A  woman— 

HE.  And  the  best  of  women,  too! 

SHE.   But  still  a  woman,  not  the  stainless  saint, 
The  impossibility  desired  by  you. 


IV. 

SHE.   Dearest,  forgive !  The  lyre's  glad  laughter  brings 
No  organ  notes !    The  clamour  of  her  strings, 
Like  cricket's  chirp,  proclaims  the  Dawn  is  near. 
HE.    Wherefore  the  Sun-God,  '  Hist !  an  angel  sings ! 

SHE.   But  since  the  Sun-God  may  not  always  bide 
Watchful  and  guarding  by  his  '  angel's '  side : 
Since  Night-Gods  spread  their  ruin  far  and  wide 
Throughout  Day's  Fane,  where  shall  poor 
cricket  hide  ? 

HE.  For  he  must  leave  her? 

SHE.  With  one  last  caress 

Of  ling'ring  sun-rays  growing  less  and  less. 
His  glory  gilds  the  tears  of  her  distress 
With  fainter  glimpses  of  lost  Happiness. 
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DIALOGUES  IN  THE  DESERTED  TEMPLE. 

V. 

HE.  Need  you  remind  me?     Glimpses  like  to  these 
Bring  easy  laughter,  but  they  bring  no  ease ; 
The  Might-have-been    still   damns    the    Thing- 

that-is — 

Let  us  leave  Happiness  alone  then ! 
SHE.  Please ! 

For  Happiness  were  half  a  sorry  thing, 
A  honey-bee  upon  a  shifting  wing, 
Chased  vainly  always. 

HE.  Grant  you  grasp  it  not, 

Nor  know  how  near  your  honey  bides  the  sting. 

For  Grief  is  there  whereunto  you  awaken, 
As  Sorrow  in  the  Dreams  by  you  forsaken; 
But  most  of  all  with  unremitting  pain 
Regret  makes  sweet  the   fruit  we  might  have 
taken. 

SHE.  Aye !  Sorrow's  there  whereunto  I  attain, 

And   Grief   still   grips   the   Gifts    you   counted 

Gain; 

But  deeper  still  with  unrelenting  pain 
Remorse  outstabs  Regret — that  you  refrain. 

VI. 

SHE.   'Twas  you  who  vowed  a  Temple  was  my  meed, 
Calling  that  marble  which  were  flesh  indeed ! 
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DIALOGUES  IN  THE  DESERTED  TEMPLE. 

You  knelt  to  strew  the  ground  my  feet  had 

trod 
With  Services  whereof  my  Lips  had  need." 

HE.  Oh!  when  a  Rose  disrobes,  begins  Decay — 
SHE.  Or  Birth  according  as  the  Bee  has  sway ; 

And  you  who  chase  the  honeyed  sting  away 
Lose  all  To-morrow ;  what's  your  gain  To-day  ? 

HE.  So  we  who  would  save  must  stand  idly  by 
The  while  our  loved  ones  hasten  on  to  die? 
Our  loved   that   hate  us;    parching    lips    that 

spurn 
The  cup  we  proffer,  and  we  know  not  why! 

Only  we  fear  that  since  long  time  ago 

We   learned   a  thing    that   loved   ones   should 

not  know, 

And  used  her  love  to  tease  a  lover  with, 
Love  in  revenge  has  stooped  to  harm  us  so. 

VII. 

HE.   Thus  are  we  loathly  in  a  loved  one's  sight, 
Whose  soul  is  purer  than  the  palest  light 
That    marks    the    Sun's    concealment    in    the 

north 
When  twilight  deepens  to  a  summer's  night. 

SHE.  For  you  who  watered  with  a  wasteful  spray 
All  roads,  whereon  her  feet  might  chance  to 
stray, 
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DIALOGUES  IN  THE  DESERTED  TEMPLE. 

Who  strove  so  hard  all  noontide  dust  to  lay, 
Have    now    no    draught    to    chase    my    thirst 
away. 

HE.   Close  then  the  Door!    And  let  no   ray  creep 

through 

To  gild  our  tears  for  all  we're  fain  to  do. 
Here  in  the  darkness  none  shall  ever  see 
The  empty  aching  arms  I  stretch  to  you! 


L'ENVOI. 

HE.   The  lovelight  fades,  sinks  down  beyond  recall! 
What  though  I  triumphed,  where  I  feared  to 

fall, 

Who  said  'Love's  Temple  crowns  Life's  Gift'? 
Here's  Death  come! 
SHE.  Needs  must  end  it  all  ? 
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STUDIO  SAMPLES. 


To  A.  Glutton-Brock. 

Critic,  whose  unflinching  eagle  stare 
Found    flaws    in    Shakespeare ;    you,    whose 

licensed  pelf 

Stole  Shelley's  heart  from  off  the  poet's  shelf, 
And  most  compassionately  laid  it  bare 
For  all  the  world  to  see  (while  you  declare 
You  do  it  solely  to  amuse  yourself), 
Bend  down  your  gaze  upon  this  little  elf, 
Appraise  in  miniature  his  doll's-house  ware ! 

He  sends  you  samples  from  his  studio, 

That  you  may  say  what  goal  he  may  be  nearing, 

Whether,  indeed,  there  be  a  goal  or  no ; 

And  if  his  art  be  worth  the  persevering? 

To  newer  strings  he  vows  a  stronger  bow 

If  you  but  give  to  these  a  kindly  hearing. 
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A  Maid  takes  Sanctuary. 

YOU  ask  me  if  I  love  you  as  you  love 
Me?     No,  not  that!     Not  as  you  love.     What 

way 

Can  maid  tell  man  how  much  and  how  she  loves 
Him?    I  will  try!    For  memory  is  fain 
To  see  once  more  that  strong,  stern  face  of  yours 
Transformed  to  tenderness,  fain  too  to  feel 
Encircling  arms  that  draw  me  to  yourself 
Until  they  hurt,  and  closer  till  the  pain 
Is  ecstasy,  and  breathless  I  would  stay 
For  ever,  shrinking  from  the  sundering 
Of  lips,  for  fear  they  tear,  so  fast  they  seem ! 
Thus  first,  it  would  appear,  I  loved  you,  sir ! 

Next,  too,  I  love — and  here  I  love  you  best, 
When  you  shall  hold  me  at  an  arm's  length  off 
And  look  me  full  between  the  eyes,  breaking 
My  will — the  butterfly  of  sunny  hours — 
Before  the  unyielding  purpose  of  your  own, 
Speaking  reproachfully  the  words  that  cut 
Into  my  heart — I  pray  you  never  know 
How  deep — yet  gaze  the  while  with  loving  eyes 
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That  heal  the  wounds  your  lips  have  made.    So,  Lord, 
1  love  you,  so  would  have  you  crush  me  limb 
By  limb,  and  tread  me  writhing  'neath  the  feet 
I  kiss — alas !  how  can  you  understand  ! 

Add  this !    Don't  look,  but  listen !    There's  a  time, 
A  time  when  in  the  night — the  night's  at  least 
My  own,  and  kinder  than  the  long-drawn  day — 
I  sleep,  and  dream,  and  wake,  and  waking,  dream 
Your  kiss  has  wakened  me — you'd  laugh  to  know 
How  often  thus  I  wake — and  then,  like  some 
Blind  girl,  who  first  beholds  the  light,  and  knows 
Not  what  it  is,  beyond  the  opening  gates 
Of  that  dear  Paradise,  my  heart  would  have 
Me  enter,  half  afraid  I  stand,  hearing 
The  heavenly  music  of  your  soul.    Oh !  tell 
Me,  if  you  can,  if  this  be  love;  if  so, 
So  sacredly,  with  humbled  heart,  and  high 
Sweet  notes  that  thrill  the  overwhelming  bass, 
I  share  the  magic  melody  that  makes 
Your  mastership  of  me — a  thing  divine. 
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Alauda,  Laudator  Amoris. 


DAINTY  and  delicate,  withal  so  strong! 
Dear  little  wings,  a-quiver  with  delight, 
Bear  up  his  brave  heart  to  yon  dizzy  height 
Wherein  may  fitly  burst  his  bubbling  song. 
Bear  up  from  earth,  that  he  may  join  the  throng 
Of  lovers,  singing  in  a  sky  too  bright 
For  us  to  note  them  with  our  mortal  sight, 
We,  who  have  tarried  on  the  earth  too  long. 

Night  brings  the  lark  to  earth ;  on  earth  all  day 
We  grub  and  grumble;  yet  may  haply  keep 
One  hour  of  night  a  secret  thing  apart 
When,  with  our  self -forged  fetters  filed  away, 
Your  head  upon  my  shoulder  droops  to  sleep 
And  I — pierce  heaven  with  a  singing  heart. 
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The  Way  of  Winter. 


*  T    OOK,    where   the    lesser   white-throat   waits,' 
<•-'     quoth  she ! 

Shifting  her  head  a  hand's  breadth  on  my  arm 
I  saw,  beyond  our  nook  of  summer  greenery, 
A  small,  wee  birdie,  twittering  in  alarm ! 
A  tassel  of  fat  grubs  he  firmly  grips 
In  tiny  beak,  and  scolds  us  from  afar; 
'Lesser,  indeed,'  laughed  I,  'lift  up  your  lips 
And  let  the  haychat  learn  what  white  throats  are ! ' 
Twas  but  a  common  haychat ;  such  strange  words 
Had  my  dear  love  for  all  these  country  birds  ! 

Smiling  she  kissed  me ;  presently,  '  Boy,  go ! 
Our  bird  must  satisfy  his  nestlings'  need, 
Bathe  in  the  pool  there  in  the  burn  below, 
The  while  I  watch — how  lesser  white-throats  feed.' 
Well  bird  knew  bird,  before  I  reached  the  burn 
All  fearlessly  he  fluttered  past  her  breast, 
Plunged  into  thicket,  yet  on  my  return 
Search  as  I  would  I  found  no  sign  of  nest. 
Now!  beneath  this  weary  wintry  sky 
The  nest  lies  plain  for  every  one  to  spy! 
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Sodden  and  buffeted,  by  all  winds  torn, 

Soaked  through  and  through    with    never-ending 

rain, 

Its  only  shield  the  lifeless,  leafless  thorn, 
The  nest  heeds  not,  nor  knows  of  any  pain, 
Save  that  the  bird  has  flown ;  our  nook  lies  bare — 
She'd  blush  to  see  how  close  the  path  went  by— 
This  heart  she  made  a  nest  of,  need  it  care 
That  tongues  have  talked,  that  people  peer  and  pry; 
All  know  her  name,  her  portrait's  in  the  press, 
A  king  has  lost  his  throne,  have  I  lost  less? 


A  Birthday  Greeting. 

SEE  where  the  months  have  come  and  gone, 
Where  silver  threads  have  sweetly  told  the  tale  ; 
They'll  tell  it  still,  while  we  who  slumbered  on, 

Erstwhile  unheeding,  wake  to  face  the  gale 
Undaunted!    Dimly  even  in  our  sleep 

Black  shadows  boded  that  it  would  be  so. 
No  sea  can  hold  the  surface  of  her  deep 

Unruffled  alway ;  for  '  the  winds  will  blow ' ! 
But  we  can  meet  them,  as  you've  met  them  here, 

Bare-masted!  gripping  tight  the  kicking  wheel, 
Steering  the  course  that  duty  bade  you  steer, 

Tho'  cross-cut  waves  disclose  the  naked  keel. 
Then  luff  her,  as  you  climb  each  tow'ring  wave — 

Some  pilots  press  their  victory  too  long — 
Or  else  the  next  will  whelm  you  in  its  grave, 

Or  sweep  the  foam-clad  fo'castle  along. 
Look !    We  are  mounting  now  the  crest  that  made 

Our  hearts  stand  still  aghast  a  year  ago, 
And  from  its  sheath  of  seething  foam  the  blade 

Shoots  clear  one  moment  quiv'ring  to  and  fro. 
One  moment,  and  that  moment's  yours !  oh !  snatch 

It  out  then  from  the  clumsy  jaws  of  time, 
Let  go  the  wheel,  lean  back  and  match 

Your  laughter  to  the  music  of  its  rhyme  ! 
For,  as  the  wheel  spins  round  unchecked, 
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The  good  ship  yields  and  proudly  turns  aside 
To  'scape  the  fall  that  else  had  gaily  decked 

With  all  our  store  the  wantons  of  the  tide! 
One  moment !  that's  your  birthday !    Seize  and  take 

The  gifts  the  spring  shall  bring  you  without  fail. 
Come,  where  the  primrose  and  the  violet  wake 

For  you  once  more  the  fragrance  of  the  gale. 
Stoop  from  your  cares,  and  treat  with  light  disdain 

Whatever  ills  the  coming  winds  foretell! 
Hark  where  we  call  you,  come  and  join  again 

A  children's  game  with  those  you  loved  so  well. 
Your  birthday !  that  for  me  is  ever  charmed 

With  this  first  scent  of  early  violets, 
Like  the  torn  glove  my  lady's  lover  harmed 

Laid  in  the  lavender  of  her  regrets. 
For  she  will  surely,  while  the  years  remain, 

Be  haunted  by  the  path  she  dared  not  tread; 
Wondering  whether  wealth  were  really  gain, 

And  through  what  flow'rs  that  other  roadway  led. 
For  though  she  tread  the  orchid  'neath  her  feet, 

And  though  I  thread  the  firelight  through  her  hair, 
She  still  will  judge  the  primrose  just  as  sweet, 

Appraise  my  rubies  by  '  who  placed  them  there  ? ' 
Therefore  I  strayed  aside  this  morn  to  cull 

These  golden  blossoms  of  the  moor  and  burn, 
And  straying,  dreamed  the  dreams  your  lips  annul 

And  saw  the  visions  you  will  not  discern? 
Take  then  this  posy  for  your  very  own, 

Nor  heed  the  blemishes  the  dreams  have  made : 
Trust  that  our  waking  hours  shall  yet  atone, 

Let  duty  watch  not,  lest  love's  faith  should  fade. 
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Evening. 

AS  a  young  mother,  bidden  by  her  king 
To  grace  the  audience  he  gives  to-night, 
Gravely  obedient,  yet  half  wondering, 

Dons  her  court  dress  of  grey  and  silver  white, 

Softly  descends,  yet  waits  upon  the  stair 
To  let  her  children  have  their  promised  peep, 

And  turns  aside  to  hear  their  evening  prayer, 
And  with  cool  hands  incline  their  eyes  to  sleep, 

Then  on  a  whispered  summons  from  below, 
Over  her  robe  a  radiant  cloak  she  flings : 

Deep  with  gold  purple,  slumb'rously  aglow 
With  China's  old  red  rose  embroiderings, 

So  goes.    Her  children  through  the  darkness  rest 
In  dear  dream  dwellings  of  unending  day, 

Seeing  themselves,  each  one  the  honoured  guest 
Of  the  great  King,  who  drives  the  night  away. 

So  evening  soothes  the  eager  pulse  of  dawn, 
Her  shining  limbs  hid  in  a  tender  mist, 

Like  a  bright  garden  glimpsed  through  finest  lawn 
By  darkening  eyes,  that  death  has  gently  kissed. 
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EVENING. 

(The  whole  world  falters:  feigns  indeed  to  screen 
The  prayer  it  breathes  beneath  her  silent  spell; 

Becomes  a  fairy  grotto  dimly  seen 
In  the  still  waters  of  a  fern-fringed  well.) 

So  gives  relief  to  all  the  weary  eyes 
That  noon  has  tortured  with  his  glaring  heat; 

Then  turning,  flings  upon  the  western  skies 
The  kindling  glamour  of  her  flying  feet. 

For  she  is  bidden  of  her  lord  the  Sun 
To  follow  westward  to  his  flaming  Throne ; 

While  all  her  children  here  whose  work  is  done, 
Dream  on  that  God  has  claimed  them  for  His  own. 
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Rain  after  Wind. 

THE    headlong    flight    is  done.     The  rain-clouds 
creep 

With  wraith-like  limbs,  that  clutch  in  vain  the  knees 
And  feet  of  mountains,  breaking,  fall  and  weep 
Prone  on  the  tortured  bosom  of  the  seas; 
That  anguished  mother,  who  can  nowise  aid 
The  sons,  the  mountains  gave  her  in  embrace 
Of  dewy  uplands,  she  who  unafraid 
Watched  all  their  fleecy  columns  interlace : 
And  mirrored  in  the  laughter  of  her  eyes 
The  mimicry  of  parent  peaks  they  piled 
Darkling  and  daring  'gainst  the  southern  skies; 
Each  filmy  range  snow-capped  and  undefiled. 
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A  Soul's  Unveiling. 


Midsummer  noon:  the  mountain  top:  a  woman  seated  on 
a  rock,  chin  on  hand,  in  deep  meditation :  a  man  stands  in 
hesitating  attitude,  doubtful  whether  to  advance  or  speak. 

A  long  silence,  broken  by  the  icoman  continuing  her  train 
of  thought  aloud,  half  to  the  man  and  half  to  herself. 
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THE  WOMAN  SPEAKS. 

OOK    the    unknown    measure    of    the    future 

years, 

A  '  barely  finite '  radius,  so  you  said 
(As  once  you  praised  the  wonder  of  my  eyes, 
'Almost  unique'  in  their  strange  colouring — 
And  that's  so  like  you),  took  this  radius 
That  you  defined  as  nearly  infinite 
To  thrust  and  flatten  out  eternity's 
Circumference  into  one  line  as  straight, 
As  nearly  straight  as  any  tiniest  thing 
(That's  halved  and  halved  and  keeps  on  being  halved), 
Grows  into  nothing — nearly.     'Took  all  time, 
The  seconds,  hours,  the  minutes  and  the  days 
And  aeons  '  scarcely '  calculable  :  floods 
And  placid  pools  and  torrents,  one  huge  swirl 
Of  twisted  waters,  chafing  to  escape 
From  this  self-same  circumference  and  strike 
Deeper  and  further  into  the  eternal  shores. 
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'  So  years  extend,'  you  said.    '  And  so  lose  depth,' 

I  hazarded,  striving  with  tired-out  nerves 

To  follow  something  of  your  argument. 

Heavens  !    How  you  stared !    Shall  no  one  find 

Fragrance  in  flowers  if  they  be  very  fair? 

Or  brains  in  beauty?    Off  then  you  must  go, 

Hot  on  this  trail,  with  '  Yes '  and  '  Yes,'  while  I 

Was  merely  pleased  that  somehow  I  had  said 

Something  somewhat  to  some  point,   and  so  showed 

Intelligence.    But  you  excitedly 

Flashed  on,  judged  it  more  probable  and  more 

'In  keeping  with  the  general  plan  of  life' 

That  there  should  be  no  violent  cataclysm, 

No  sudden  bursting  of  congested  years, 

But  that,  grown  shallow  through  expansion,  Time 

Should  pass  away  in  vast  stagnating  swamps 

Of  lifeless  centuries  :  evaporate, 

Leaving  no  mark  upon  Eternity. 

'Save,  surely'  (I  must  add  one  more  to  show 

How  well  I  understand  your  metaphor), 

'The  grass  is  greener  and  the  blooms  more  bright 

There,  where  the  dear  dead  years  lay  down  to  die.' 

No  bull's-eye  this  time.    That  your  laugh  made  clear. 

With  one  impetuous  gesture  as  it  were, 

Transported  me  across  the  water's  waste 

And  stood  my  naked  soul,  girt  with  your  arm, 

Within  that  quiet  central  pool  whence  hour 

By  hour  the  long  years  radiate ;  the  spokes 

Of  Time  wheeled  by,  leaving  me  motionless, 

Untouched,  yet  not  uninjured.     All  the  while 

That,  which  was  I,  was  winnowed  as  it  lay, 
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Hurried  into  a  hundred  histories; 

Drained  down  and  down  along  divergent  ways 

To  all  the  tangled  ends  of  this  machine 

God  made — to  fabricate  material  man 

Into  new  vessels  for  His  better  use. 

And  still  my  soul  lay  there — as  you  ordained — 

A  snowflake  in  a  vacuum;   more  frail 

Than  writing  on  burnt  tissue,  legible, 

Intact,  that  even  as  the  finder  stoops 

To  read,  breaks  at  his  breath,  dissolves,  is  gone 

For  ever.    Still  the  soul  lay  there  unstirring 

Though  every  tortured  fibre  cried  to  God, 

And  each  electroid  clamoured  to  be  gone, 

Strained  into  bursting.    Heard  your  voice  aloof 

Speak  of  the  void  the  screw  forms  underneath, 

Then  felt  your  arm  grow  closer,  and  lay  still : 

The  while  you  lectured,  strove  to  make  that  plain 

The  very  terms  and  alphabet  of  which 

Were  all  unknown,  incomprehensible : 

As  how  a  crowd  can  claim  a  corporate  life, 

Or  why  a  wisp  of  wildfowl  in  mid-air 

Each  with  its  separate  self,  yet  performs 

A  common  service  in  component  parts, 

As  individual  muscles  of  your  arm 

Combine  to  guard  me  with  a  single  will. 

And  then  as  one  who  stands  at  either  pole 
May  mock  the  compass  with  its  East  and  West 
And  definite  degrees  grown  meaningless; 
So  you  with  me  there  at  the  core  of  time 
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Moved  sideways  through  the  ages,  till  you  showed 
How  at  the  very  moment,  when  you  snatched 
That  first  perplexing  kiss  by  yonder  gate, 
A  maid  at  Nikko  stabbed  her  lover's  heart 
And  desecrated  all  she  once  found  fair, 
Because  he  would  not  learn  our  Western  way. 
Took  these  two  lateral  facets  of  an  hour 
And  stereoscoped  them  as  it  were,  what  way 
They  merged,  and  all  life's  mystery  stood  out 
In  deeper  emphasis  :  then  moved  me  back, 
Showed  me  primaeval  woman,  speechless,  dumb, 
With  hanging  hair-streaked  breast,  and  head  set  low 
Upon  her  tawny  shoulders ;   watched  her  eyes, 
For  all  their  bloodshot  rims  and  matted  brow, 
Light  up  with  knowledge  of  her  birthright  soul, 
Wherein    Love    loomed,    young,    nude,   athlete,   and 

bowed 

His  gladiatorial  limbs  to  lift  the  Cross 
Of  Pain,  God's  Sacrifice  foreshadowing. 
So  saw  her  seize  the  python  in  her  grip, 
Bury  her  yellow  fangs  in  the  snake's  neck 
To  save  her  clumsy  mate,  who  clutched  once  more 
At  Life's  low  bough  and  swung,  immortal  still, 
Clear  of  the  blinded  Death  that  bruised  his  heel 
In  chattering  terror  to  a  safer  height, 
Arboreal  always  !    (Mark,  my  lord,  I  beg, 
For  reasons  later,  trees,  not  cliffs,  were  made 
For  man's  ascension.) 

Then  moved  on   again, 
Heard  Haeckel  wrangle  on  synthetic  life 
With  monerons  and  radiobes  galore, 
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Crookes  with  his  crystals,  that  one  summer's  sun 

May  yet  extinguish,  L^duc's  liquid  plants, 

And  Fischer  forming  his  proteins  of  silk, 

His  clearly!  thus  eliminating  chance 

From  Nature's  reckless  pharmacy !    Moved  on ! 

'Heard  the  Black  Eagle  on  his  wooded  heights, 

Agape  for  conquest,  mad  with  waiting,  scream 

Twice — then  bowed  himself  to  listen.    'Heard 

The  Cock  crow  back  defiance,  and  the  Bear 

Tumbling  among  his  snows — still  listened,  head 

Aslant,  that  evil  one  upon  his  perch 

Till  over  the  embattled  sea  came  faint 

The  coughing  protest  of  an  enemy 

That  dreamed  uneasily.    Then  all  was  still, 

Quiet  as  moonbeams  on  a  frozen  tarn. 

Only,  insistent  as  a  clock  that  ticks 

At  midnight,  somewhere  in  the  forest  deeps 

Rasped  with  encrusted  scales  unceasingly 

The  Snake,  seeking  among  the  rotted  trunks 

A  bough,  yet  sound  at  core,  whereon  to  hoist 

Her  monstrous  coils  out  of  the  stagnant  clay 

And  make  herself  a  place  within  the  sun 

'Gainst  sloughing  time.    'Watched  in  the  gathering 

gloom 

The  Bats — paid  spies  of  him  who  kept  so  still — 
Wing  northward  with  a  tale  misunderstood, 
Of  how  the  Lion  was  grown  old  at  last, 
Effete,  and  sick  to  death,  with  limbs  that  mocked 
The  clamour  of  the  idle  stomach's  need, 
Clawed  rather,  in  an  agony  of  fear, 
At  the  congested  brain.    Swift  at  the  word 
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Out  of  his  shrouded  eyry  in  the  trees 

Down  steep  chasms  of  the  muttering  air, 

Edgeways  towards  his  heedless  quarry,  stooped 

The  Plunderer,  athirst  for  blood ;  and  fleshed 

His  talons  in  the  unsuspecting  hide : 

Not  knowing  the  Physician  had  decreed 

That  thus  with  hlood  that  drenched  the  earth  and 

sky 

And  drew  strange  savour  from  the  under-seas 
The  Lion  should  be  purged  of  his  offence, 
His  brain  unclouded,  and  his  limbs  made  clean 
Once  more  for  their  appointed  work !    Moved  on ! 
Until  a  new  star  dawning  like  the  sun 
Waxed  overlord  of  all  the  wearied  West 
Where  woman  harnessed  man  to  do  her  will. 
'Picked  out  in  combination  as  you  pleased 
The  ingredients  of  all  atomic  time : 
Superimposed  in  perfect  register, 
Much  as  my  films  you  jeer  at,  red  and  blue 
And  yellow,  by  translucent  light  display 
The  hues  of  nature.    So  I  gazed  and  gazed, 
And  thought  I  understood,  since  you  assured 
Wherever  in  the  maze  of  time  my  love 
Might  wander,  yours  would  follow,  guard  and  guide ; 
And  when  time  ceased,  our  loves  should  stay  to  form 
The  basis  of  a  new  eternity. 

Well !    You've  been  patient,  aching  to  protest, 
I  know,  to  put  me  right  and  prove  yourself 
So  different !    Dear,  it's  not  what  you  are 
But  what  I  thought  you  serves  my  purpose  here. 
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There's  'you,'  a  corporate  life  of  winged  things, 

Owning  in  some  respects  the  common  sway 

Of  one  authority:  and  then  there's  'you,' 

Singling  yourself  out  sometimes  from  the  rest, 

Eager  to  act  your  self-imagined  part, 

Your  view  of  how  I  see  you.    'Said,  perhaps, 

'  This  girl  I  love,  how  she  admires  my  brain, 

Finds  genius  in  all  the  things  I  do, 

And  looks  to  me  to  conquer  worlds  one  day.' 

Fired  with  this  conceit  of  my  delusion 

Your  soul  indeed  springs  up,  attains  to  heights 

That  make  one  marvel,  not  because  the  heights 

Are  so  stupendous — rather,  dare  I  guess  ? 

So  foreign  to  your  nature,  not  your  heights 

At  all ! — not  trees  but  cliffs !    As  if  a  horse, 

Your  Arabs  say,  should  bring  you  up  this  track 

That  mules  think  nothing  of,  take  every  morn 

Before  they  plough  these  fields  of  barren  stone. 

First  in  the  ring,  first  at  the  winning-post 

For  all  the  weights  they  pile  upon  his  back, 

Swift  in  the  desert,  as  a  lion's  pounce 

Upon  the  kid  he  knows  full  well  is  set 

For  his  undoing.    Yet  one  boulder's  edge 

Might  snare  him  to  his  knees !    Who  then  blasphemes 

The  Arab  and  his  daisy-cutting  stride? 

But,  let  him  raise  his  head  to  neigh,  or  twist 

To  grab  the  fly  upon  his  back,  or  do 

Some  trivial  act  of  Nature's  need,  and  you, 

Forgetful  of  the  woman  at  your  side, 

Itch  for  your  palette !    Beauty,  I  agree, 

And  pace  and  breeding,  far  superior 
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To  any  mule  in  all  these  things,  but  still 

No  good  for  climbing.     That  you  should  reach  so  high 

Is  wonderful,  not  that  your  soul  should  find 

No  branch-hold  there,  and  after  climbing,  fall. 

And  then  there's  'you,'  a  last  year's  notable; 

The  'you'  I  used  to  think  you,  grown  so  frail 

There  wakes  no  day  but  what  I  fear  a  bell 

Shall  toll  before  the  noon  within  my  heart 

To  mourn  his  passing  who  was  once  so  strong 

To  scorn  the  fleeting  passion  of  an  hour: 

Who  claimed  all  time  to  be  but  one  low  rung 

Upon  the  ladder  that  should  lift  our  love 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God :  the  '  you '  who  bade, 

'  Go,  let  your  spirit  brood,  as  best  befits, 

Upon  the  waters  of  such  nascent  worlds 

As  take  your  fancy ;  mould  them  to  your  will, 

Breathe  into  chaos  your  electric  self, 

And  squander  all  your  heart  in  biserrate 

Dissection ;  watch  your  puppets  move  and  grow, 

Stabbed  in  galvanic  life  to  your  design; 

Yet  in  the  end  your  love  drains  back  to  me, 

Your  worlds  die  down  to  monumental  moons, 

The  wan-faced  mirrors  of  a  star's  neglect, 

Revolve  in  sterile  orbit,  pass  away.' 

And  now  you  lose  this  larger  view  of  love ; 

Impatient  of  an  hour's  delay,  demand 

Immediate  surrender  of  myself, 

Capitulation  unconditional, 

That  I  may  be  for  ever  pensioner 

Upon  your  bounty,  keep  no  thought  nor  glance 
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That's  unsubservient  to  your  will,  retain 

No  manor,  rood,  nor  acre  of  my  own, 

Hold  all  in  fee,  or  else — shall  I  translate 

The  ultimatum  you  in  vain  disguise 

With  courteous  phrases? — or,  you  fain  would  say, 

'  Withdraw  the  forces  that  so  hem  me  in 

And  give  me  leave  to  go.'    Why  look  so  shocked? 

How  else  expound  the   unvarying  lament 

You  made  last  night,  your  '  unendurable 

Suspense,'  your  'Yes,  or  no:  be  definite.' 

I  will  be  definite  indeed.    The  owl, 

The  cricket,  and  the  nightingale  were  they 

Not  definite  last  night,  imperious  too, 

Instant  in  their  demands  behind  the  gloom, 

Cloaked  and  encouraged  in  their  cowardice? 

Only  the  glow-worm  lamped  her  lover  home 

Silent  and  shameless  on  the  naked  path. 

Even  the  night  stock,  old  and  haggard,  still 

Must  make  carouse  with  livid  straining  blooms 

Almost  illumed ;  shout  her  perfumery 

To  every  passer-by,  until  the  day 

Disclosed  her  limp  and  listless,  out  of  heart, 

Hiding  her  skimpy  locks  amid  the  stones. 

Now  !    Now  !    Now !  a  myriad  challengers 

Clashed!— and  clamoured  in  the  noisy  night. 

The  great  white  cactus  in  my  hall  flung  forth 

Her  fiery  fragrance ;  past  enduring,  pledged 

Each  crevice  of  the  house  to  echo  back 

Her  agonised  appeal,  and  call  and  call, 

God  knows  what  monster  moth  from  what  far  shore ! 

You  too !    A-tapping  at  my  window-pane, 
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Singing  of  starlit  eyes  and  rounded  orbs 
That  shamed  the  moon.    No  moon,  no  stars  for  me  ! 
*  Let  sun  be  judge  ! '  I  cried,  and  bade  you  wait 
Here  on  this  mountain  till  his  topmost  peak 
Stood  shadowless.    You've  done  your  part.    And  I, 
Passing  the  ceres  on  my  stair,  whose  head 
Hung  flaccid,  yellow,  and  dejected  down, 
With  all  her  passion  spent,  her  world  awry, — 
Passing  the  silent,  staring  streets  of  dust, 
Where  even  the  gaunt,  shuttered  houses  threw 
Shadows  more  brilliant  than  your  brightest  moon ; 
Passing  the  low,  close  shrubberies  where  swayed, 
Tuneless  and  voiceless  on  the  shrinking  bough, 
The  nightingale  that  yester-eve  could  find 
No  tangled  thicket  that  he  could  not  tear 
And  fling  as  fuel  for  his  blaze  of  song: 
Passing  the  sleeping  stream  whose  ways  of  glass 
Down-glimmered  through  the  honeyed  golden  walls 
Of  dreaming  gorse,  I  tread  the  drowsy  ling 
Where  slumbering  blooms  lift  languid  lips  to  woo 
The  drunken  bees  that  blunder  in  their  way. 
And  now  the  heaven's  blue  beneath  our  feet 
Lies  like  a  cloud-flecked  sea :  the  world  retires 
Hushed  in  a  haze  of  heat :  here  then  secure 
From  drone  of  noonbells  and  the  valley's  sloth 
I  dare  the  sun  himself  to  show  what  fault 
Or  flaw  he  finds  in  all  love's  armoury : 
And  daring  too  the  challenge  of  your  eyes, 
I  fling  the  last  least  shimmering  gauze  aside 
And  come  to  prove  and  to  be  proved  of  you. 
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THE  MAKING  OF  A  TRINKET. 


To  P.  B. 

I  MADE  you  Music,  and  you  missed  the  Message, 
Perchance  you  pondered,  '  Do  these  Poets  presage 
Graver  import  than  the  pattering  of  rain?' 
Now  the  melody  I  mar  and  mangle ; 
Set  the  pretty  silver  bells  a-jangle, 

Mar  and  mangle  just  to  make  the  meaning  plain. 
Take  these  songs  that  I  have  roughly  fashioned 

Thus  into  a  tawdry  trinket,  set  with  brass, 
Foiled  with  tinsel,  here  and  there  impassioned 
With  the  glitter  of  a  dainty  piece  of  glass. 
Take  them,  my  friend,  and  read  them!    If  you  still 

complain, 

Why,  Percy,  Heaven  help   the  thing  you  call  your 
brain. 
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HREE  songs  of  Love  I  wrote, 

Each  with  a  different  note, 
Three  songs  of  Love ! 


One  song  I  sang  on  High, 
Sang  with  the  angels  nigh, 
Who,  since  they  may  not  die, 
Can  only  wonder  why 
I  sing — of  Love  ! 

Two  songs  I  sang  below, 
Songs  that  the  text-books  know, 
Sung  with  a  Southern  glow, 
Papyan  praised  below 
Two  songs  of  Love. 

Three  songs  of  Love  you  note, 
Each  to  be  learned  by  rote: 
Three  songs  I  show, 
One  song  above, 
Two  songs  below. 

Three  songs  of  Love. 
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The  first  the  Boy  sang 
In  his  great  Reverence 

And  in  his  Purity; 
Faint  if  she  looked  his  way, 
Knelt  at  her  feet  to  pray, 
Living  from  day  to  day, 

Scorning  Futurity: 
Edgeways  on  Earth  it  rang, 
Woke  in  all  Hell  no  pang! 
Just  the  one  song  he  sang, 
Ere  he  gained  severance 

From  immaturity. 

Next  came  the  Strong  Man, 

Taking  his  Pleasure  ; 
Seeing  the  pain  in  it, 
Counting  the  gain  in  it, 

Claiming  full  measure : 
Marking  the  rule  of  it, 
Making  a  school  of  it, 

Learning  at  leisure  ! 
Onward  his  forces  ran, 
Till  he  knew  nature's  plan, 
And  for  the  use  of  man 

Garnered  her  treasure. 
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SONG  I. 

The  Lilies  of  the  Valley. 

OUICKLY,  quietly,  in  the  dewy  morning, 
Ere  the  shyest  bloom  suspected  thieves, 
On  these  lilies  stole  I  without  warning ; 

Caught  them  laughing  'neath  the  shelter  of  their 

leaves. 
Heard  the  wet  wind  tell  them  they  were  fairest 

Of  the  flowers  mortals  deign  to  wear; 
And  I  thought,  'Since  thou  a  garland  wearest 
It  should  surely  be  beyond  compare.' 

So  I  bring  them,  but  they  laugh  no  longer: 

Now  they  only  droop  their  heads  and  sigh ; 
Know  they  go  to  greet  a  goddess  stronger, 

Fairer,  sweeter,  and  they  also  know  they  die! 
They  are  willing  thus  to  do  their  duty, 

Weave  thy  pleasure  for  a  fleeting  moment: 
Wreathe  thy  head,  confess  thy  greater  beauty, 

Pass  unwept,  unheeded,  from  thy  comment. 

Yet  petition,  '  Lay  us  not  upon  her 

Lest  we  hide  her  beauty  from  the  light; 
For  we  know  we  cannot  do  her  honour, 

Tremble  lest  we  find  no  favour  in  her  sight.' 
Show  them,  dearest,  thou  art  full  of  kindness, 

Though  no  beauty  can  with  yours  compare ; 
Welcome  gaily  with  Love's  willing  blindness 

Flow'rs  I  send  for  thy  sweet  self  to  wear. 
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SONG  II. 

A  Lesson  of  Love. 

/CRAPES,  that  taste  sourly, 

^J"     Are  those  that  we  hourly 
Have  thrust  in  our  path  without  trouble  to  woo. 

Take  this  grape  cluster, 

Its  delicate  lustre 
Half  hid  by  the  bloom  of  its  purple  and  blue. 

See  !  as  thou  eatest, 

Thou  learnest  the  sweetest 
Of  fruit  is  the  fruit  that  is  out  of  thy  reach. 

Lay  then  thy  limbs  on 

These  cushions  of  crimson, 
And  list  to  the  lesson  of  love  that  I  teach. 

Lie  there  unbodiced! 

No  need  to  be  modest ! 
I  am  no  stranger ;  mine  eyes  are  thine  own. 

Festina  lente! 

Of  time  there  is  plenty ! 
We  treasure  each  moment  ere  sorrow  be  sown. 

Waste  no  beginning ! 

The  end  of  our  sinning 
Is  sweet,  but  it  merges  at  once  in  thy  pain  ; 

Small  hours  diminish 

Thy  laughter  to  finish 
And  grapes  that  are  gathered  prove  bitter  again. 

57 


A  LESSON  OF  LOVE. 

Love's  kiss  completed 

Leaves  Love  still  defeated, 
Since  love's  but  the  means  that  has  Life  for  her  ends  ! 

Night  made  us  lovers, 

But  daylight  discovers 
Us  plotting  a  password  to  prove  we  are  friends. 
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SONG  HI. 

Les  Champs  Elys^es. 

TT7"HEN  I  was  born  three  witches  grey 

Bent  over  me  with  muttered  charm, 
And  wrought  a  spell,  so  none  should  say 
How  Love  could  do  rne  any  harm. 
But  He  the  greyest  of  them  all 
Laughed  up  into  their  wizened  faces 
And  whispered  low,  'His  lines  shall  fall 
In  pleasant  places  ! ' 

Since  it  is  written  in  the  Book  of  Love 
We  shall  not  always  keep  the  God  at  bay, 
Not  though  we  place  our  virtue  far  above 
The  Pedestal  where  virtue  ought  to  stay. 
Since  you,  dear,  plan  our  fall,  at  least  'twere  well 
That  you  should  give  us  something  of  your  graces : 
For  we'd  take  consolation,  if  we  fell 
In  pleasant  places! 

All  things  that  may  make  for  your  Happiness ! 
World  upon  world  of  all  that  you  love  best ! 
These  I  desire  for  you,  within  your  dress 
Hide  then  these  verses,  dearest,  next  your  breast. 
If  you  should  let  them  slip  beyond  recall 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  those  pretty  laces, 
Love  triumphs,  for  my  'lines'  would  surely  fall 
In  pleasant  places ! 

59 


The  Foil. 

THERE  is  another  song  of  Love, 
Nor  sung  below,  nor  heard  above. 
Knowing  neither  right  nor  wrong, 
You  and  I  have  sung  that  song 

Once,  to  one  only ! 
Thereafter,  at  the  break  of  day, 
You  and  I  have  gone  our  way 

Evermore  lonely. 
Papyan  strained  up  from  Hell, 
Caught  the  dear  dead  words  that  fell: 

Then  all  his  splendour  faded. 
For,  since  Heaven  might  not  hear, 
God  Himself  to  Earth  drew  near ; 

His  Dawn  Hell's  mouth  invaded. 
And  since  her  armies  were  afar 
Engaged  in  Buddha's  wasted  war, 
Deep  down  her  portals  stood  ajar, 

Her  ramparts  undefended. 
To  where  her  old-time  bearers  are, 
Faint  from  many  a  festered  scar, 
Despairing  of  their  avatar 
The  timid  beam  of  morning  star 

Defiantly  descended. 
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It  pierced  the  cankered  halls  of  rust 
And  lit  the  crippled  wings  of  Lust, 
The  palsied  limbs  of  Broken  Trust, 
With  Satan  writing  in  the  Dust 
'  Thus  is  my  Kingdom  ended' 
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